46                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
to the exhortation to continue the fight for a democratic and free Poland
A tiny figure in slacks squeezed through the crowd And then a timid, little voice asked: "Did you get the papers here yet ?"
"No, not yet/*
"What did you bring, girlie?"
"The Bulletin,3' the child replied Her forehead was covered with beads of sweat I wiped off her face and took her to my station, clutching my copy of The Bulletin It was the first time in five years that I could read a Polish paper out in the open
"How did you get here, child?"
"Through Nowy Swiat Street and Warecka. There are some barricades there already, and tunnels. There is hard fighting on Dabrowski Square and Napoleon Square, near the Central Post Office But I managed. Im small, so it's easier for me to slip by."
*Tm going to our Headquarters shortly 111 have to pass through Napoleon Square/' I said. "Is it very bad on Mazowiecka Street?*
"Well, youTl see." The girl did not sound very encouraging. She sipped her tea and ate her slice of bread unhurriedly. 'It's hot there, aH right"
Barbarka was still upstairs, and probably asleep peacefully in her own bed, when I left for Headquarters. I was directed to take the roundabout "safe" way, running from one barricade to another, then waiting, more running and waiting again for an opportunity to make another dash
In Napoleon Square a unit of the Home Army was attacking the last German pillbox covering the Post Office* Hie German machine guns crackled without stopping, and our homemade hand grenades could not make a dent in the pillbox. Only a large bunch of grenades thrown